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Foreword 


When I came to know about these two young 
authors, I was excited and inquisitive to learn 
about their work. Although reading and writing 
is my passion since childhood, I have always 
tried to appreciate and motivate the new 
generation to read and write. Its magnificent and 
meaningful title was the 1* thing which caught 
my attention. 


“Here is an empty place called Earth" seems 
to be a slap on the face of all so-called human 
beings who have selfishly utilized the treasures of 
our mother earth and left it abandoned for our 
future generations. Just like a magician, this book 
has made me travel from past through present to 
the future. Although filled with an aura of some 
nightmares and dreams, it softly lands the reader 
to the lap of a very conscious, safe and 
responsible heavenly earth. Time and date at the 
time of alarm on the smartphone screen are just 


like a billboard for any reader to avoid any 
ambiguity in the complexity of the three phases 
of time. 


Description of ergonomics about the Ice Cream 
factory has given it a dramatic look. It entangles 
the reader to get involved in the experiment. 


A nightmare takes readers to the eleven years 
forward and brings back to the present where the 
human beings have felt their responsibility on the 
catastrophic environmental changes and have 
started taking some initiatives to exploit the 
renewable energy resources. Eventually, both the 
writers have succeeded to show light at the end 
of this polluted and dark tunnel severely 
damaged by mankind. 


Its end has a deep impact with the saying, 


“Oh, how we wasted the chance we had...... 
This book 


written by Emaan and Haider represents our 
future intellectual and_ responsible new 
generation who is ready to amend their lifestyles 
which are earth friendly and make the chance be 


utilized fully by spreading the greenery to this 
barren land with power of their pen. 


I congratulate and wish them all the best in the 
field of writing on such a wonderful topic and 


congratulate their parents who have motivated 
and supported them to bless us with such a 
wonderful piece of writing. 


Happy Reading. 

Dr. Hammad Ahmed Bhatti 
Writer, Poet and Traveler 
Senior Quality Manager 
Zulekha Hospital 

Sharjah. UAE. 

1st January 2021 


Mf 
To our parents who have continuously 


supported us in our efforts and helped make 
this possible. 


Prologue 
Dear Reader, 


I wake up to the sound of water pitter 
pattering to my side. As my eyes flash open, I 
take a minute to blankly stare at the roof of the 
cave I called home for now. After getting to my 
feet, I started making my way over to the puddle 
that was the source of the noise. As I begin to 
mindlessly fill my water bottle, which just 
happened to be an old worn-out plastic bottle of 
soda, I prepared myself for another day of 
survival in this desolate world filled with 


nothingness. 
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Why is it nothing? You may ask. One would 
think that the world is filled to the brim with 
opportunities, 

hope, and possibilities from the moment you 
wake up to breathe in the fresh morning air and 
smell the earthy dew that drifts along with the 
cool breeze. 

It’s times like these, that fill you with hope and 
positivity, and truly make you feel alive. So why? 
Why would you say that the world has nothing? 
The truth is, dear reader, there really is nothing 
left. 

Nothing that would ever fit the category of what 


you thought the world could have. 


Nothing left to see here anymore. 
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Nowhere to call home anymore. 


You could say that it's never too late to turn back, 


but it already is. 


In fact, if you could see me right now, you would 
have no words to describe the situation I am in. 
That is if you even exist, or is it just me, writing 
my thoughts by myself, here in this empty place 
called Earth? 
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1 
One Wrong Move 


Today was a rather productive day in 
terms of my survival. I was able to find a bunch 
of edible weeds using my limited knowledge of 
botany, hunted down a few mice scampering 
around, and filtered some water from the nearest 
pond. I scooped up as much as my bottle could 
hold and prepared to set out at the fall of dusk. 
Temperatures skyrocket during the day, so 
moving during nighttime is the best course of 
action, and I already had a location in mind. 
Sometimes, I recollect my fascination towards 


survival shows and books, where the main 
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character would go on various escapades through 
challenging and unfriendly environments 
ranging from dense _ rainforests to scorching 
deserts, and I would be in absolute awe of the 
skills they used, wondering when my time for 
such thrilling adventure would come. Now I 
realize it’s not all fun and games when you’re 
thrust into a situation where resources are scarce, 
there’s not a trace of civilization anywhere you 
go, and you haven’t had contact with another 
person for as long as you can remember. Yeah, 
that pretty much sums up my life at the moment, 
homeless, scrounging for food, and preserving 
every last precious drop of water I can lay my 
hands on, and it’s all because of the worst 
decision I’ve ever made in my life. Twelve years 


ago, was when it all happened. 
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To this day I still have vivid memories of the 
exact events that occurred. It started out quite 


normal, irritation swept across my face as the 


sound of my alarm screeching jerked me wide 
awake. I grabbed my phone and looked at the 


screen. 
11-02-2020 | 5:53 AM 


I had about two hours before heading to work. I 
slowly made my way out of bed, opened the 
curtains to let some morning sunlight into the 
room and while I was at it, I left the windows 
open too. “It’s kind of hot for February.” I 
murmured to myself as the morning breeze 
drifted in from my window, feeling slightly 


warmer than usual. 
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After taking in a few deep breaths I glanced at my 
schedule for the day and glanced into moms’ 
room to see whether she was still asleep, which 
she was, so I went to the kitchen to make myself a 
quick and light breakfast. It seemed that today 
was going to be another busy day at the lab, 
researching our most recent batch of bacteria 


specimens. Anyway, 

while I was whipping up some scrambled eggs 
for breakfast, 

I heard my phone ring all the way from my room, 
so I walked back and picked it up. It was from 
dad. 

“Good morning dad!” I exclaimed, while walking 


back to the stove. 
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“Alyssa! How long has it been since I heard your 


voice?” he asked sternly. 


“About a month or so I suppose.” I said, already 


anticipating what he was going to say next. 


“You should try to call more often dear; it worries 


me sometimes. How’s your mother?” 


“She’s still asleep, I’m just making some breakfast 
for myself since I have to go to work later.” I 
replied as I filled my glass with warm water. 
“Anyway, how’s your business trip going?” I 
asked. 

We talked a bit more while I ate, and after 
breakfast I said goodbye to dad and started 
getting ready for work. I changed into a plain 
black T-shirt and my lab coat and waited for a 


taxi outside. Getting a cab was the harder part, 
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and I had to wait for another ten minutes before 


one came my way. 


When I reached the government laboratory 
where I worked, I made my way over to Lab 8, 
which was the facility where I conducted most of 
my research on microbial organisms as a 
microbiologist. Entering the lab, the first thing I 
noticed was my lab partner Ria intently peering 
through a microscope, obviously invested in 


whatever she was observing. 


“Morning!” I called out to her. 
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“Yeah... mornin’,” She waved back, momentarily 
turning her gaze away from the lens to greet me. 
“By the way, a lady was here earlier, she wanted 
to speak with you.” Ria mentioned while still 


using the equipment. 
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“Who would come all the way here so early in the 
morning?” I asked, furrowing my brows. 
“Haven't got a clue, she did leave me her number 
though, I think she expects you to call her later.” 
“Ts that so?” I asked as Ria handed me a note with 
the stranger’s number on it. 

“Did she give her name at least?” 

“Oh yeah, almost forgot about that. Some Dr. Ava 
Audrey from a new ice cream chain called 
IceAge.” She said nonchalantly, as she always is. 

I hesitated for a moment, having never heard of 
this company, yet proceeded to dial in the 
number anyways, and waited for someone to 
pick up. After a few seconds, the call was 
answered and I heard a sharp, yet elegant voice 


speak up. 
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“Good Morning?” Spoke the unfamiliar voice. 

“Ts this Dr. Ava speaking?” I asked. 

“Ah! You must be Dr. Alyssa. Nice to finally 
speak to you.” 

“Yeah, uh... I was told that you visited my lab 
earlier?” 


“Yes, I did, although you weren’t available at the 
time, but no matter, we can discuss your 
volunteering over the phone” 

“Volunteering?” I asked, clearly set aback by this 
sudden twist. 

“Yes, volunteering, your name was on our list of 
volunteers for the ice cream taste testing today, 
was it not? 

“That’s the first I’ve heard of this.” I exclaimed, 


“And who are you exactly?” 
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“T understand why you'd be confused, after all, 
the date was originally scheduled for tomorrow, 
but there have been some... err- unexpected last- 
minute changes, anyways, I'll be looking forward 
to seeing you today!” 

“Wait-” And without waiting for a response, she 
hung up on me. 

I turned to Ria who heard the entire 
conversation and had a huge smile plastered on 
her face, while I stared at her dumbfounded. As 
she burst into laughter, my eyes narrowed into a 
glare at her and I 
demanded an explanation for what had just 


happened. 
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“Ha ha! Don’t worry Allyssa, it’s just a prank!” 
She exclaimed, while in tears from laughing too 


hard. 


“Besides, since you enjoyed stealing my spaghetti 
last week, I thought you'd like dessert this time 


{(” 


around, so I registered it for you!” she continued. 


“This is too much for me to take in so early in the 
morning.” I sighed, disappointed but not 
surprised at how petty my best friend was. I 
turned back to my work and contemplated on 
what to do next. In the end, I decided to just go 
along with it, 1 mean, what could go wrong from 


just tasting some ice cream, right? 
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Z 
Everything 
Goes Wrong 


Ria gave me the location of the factory where 
Ice Age was conducting the taste testing, and 
after work at around 4 PM, I made my way there. 
As I neared the building, I noticed several guards 
stationed outside, and an_ electric fence 
surrounding the perimeter. Thinking back, I 
should have realized something was wrong from 
the moment I saw that, as it was quite odd that an 
ice cream factory of all places would have had 


such high-level security measures in place. 


23 


The cab driver dropped me off at the 
entrance, where I was welcomed by a jolly yet 
scruffy looking woman with large, circular 
glasses, who looked like she was in her mid- 
forties, and introduced herself as the Dr.Ava I 
had spoken to earlier today. She had a dark 
complexion and frizzy, bouncy hair that 
resembled springs. Looking at her, the elegant 
and cultured voice that I heard over the phone 
really didn't match her appearance. She had a lab 
coat on for some reason, but that too was smeared 
in various places with grease and random colors. 


While we greeted each other, she ushered me 
in through the entrance where she, along with 
two burly looking guards clad in ski masks and 
bulletproof vests, escorted me through the 


hallway. 


“For an ice-cream company, security’s pretty 
tight around here,” I said with a light chuckle to 


try and hide how nervous I was really feeling. 
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“Ah but it would be unfortunate if anything were 
to happen to our uh... ice-cream making 
equipment,” She said hesitantly. I simply nodded 
in agreement to end the conversation after one of 
the guards shot me a mean look. Looking around, 
the place felt cold and oddly dim, with dull, grey 
hallways stretching out in every direction, lined 
with dozens of thick metal doors on either side. It 
was also quite dim, with the only source of light 
coming from the weak, flickering fluorescent 


bulbs overhead. 


As I continued to follow them, the feeling of 
unease only grew, and I couldn’t help but notice 
the lack of other people nearby, which only 
fueled my suspicions, as there should have been 


at least a few more volunteers, but I pushed the 
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thought out of my mind, and kept going. After a 
while, we stopped in front of a door that looked 
no different from the ones we had just passed by, 
but it appeared to be our destination, as the 
guards input some sort of code into a keypad 
next to the doorway, and it swung open. 
Immediately, I was blinded by a sudden rush of 
much brighter light, and as my eyes cleared up, I 
squinted into what lay beyond. It was an 
ordinary room, the size of your average bedroom, 
with a couch to one side and a table in the 
middle. In fact, the only odd thing that stuck out 
like a sore thumb was a door adjacent to the one 


we just entered the room through. 


Unlike every other door I had seen so far, this one 


was just a normal wooden door, and yet it 


26 


seemed the most unnatural of them all.I was 
ushered onto the couch where Dr. Ava sat next to 
me while the guards remained stationed by the 
doorway we just came from, as if to prevent 
anyone from leaving the room. “Please, make 


yourself comfortable”, she said 


while gesturing to the contents on the table, “And 


let’s begin the taste testing.” 


“Uh... sure,” I said reluctantly while reaching 
over to grab what looked like a normal tub of ice 
cream, still unnerved by the absence of any other 
volunteers. As I opened the container, I noticed 
the contents inside looked suspiciously like 
regular old chocolate ice cream, the kind that 
would be recognizable anywhere. Regardless, I 


scooped up a mouthful and ate it. 
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At first, I thought, Hey, this isn’t too bad at all, 
maybe all my suspicions were uncalled for, and then I 
noticed how intensely everyone was focused on 
me, as if waiting for something to happen, 
especially Dr.Ava who had her eyes fixed on me 
with a deep frown on her face, which was 
unbecoming of her jolly personality. Then it hit 
me, a sudden wave of nausea and dizziness that 
made my head spin. I lost all control of my limbs 
and dropped the tub, spilling the dessert all over 
the floor. The last thing I could remember was the 
loud thud that reverberated through my skull as I 
hit the ground, and Dr.Ava’s face of guilt, but 
also satisfaction, as she looked at my motionless 
body being dragged through the wooden door by 


the guards. 
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When I came to my senses, the first thing I 
noticed was how cramped my surroundings 
were. I seemed to be in a smooth metallic 
cylinder, with no visible openings from the 
inside, and the only source of light entered in 
from a windowed section parallel to my face. It 
was also cold, really cold, so cold that I could 
barely feel any sensation in my limbs, and I 
couldn’t stop shivering. It was unlike any cold I 


had ever experienced in my life. 
“You're finally awake.” A familiar voice echoed. 


I looked up to see the face of Dr. Ava staring at 


me through the glass pane. 


“I do feel bad about tricking you, but please 
understand... This is for the sake of our testing. 


After all, no one would willingly give up years of 
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their life just for our research.” She reasoned, her 
voice still tinged with a tone of regret, but she 
continued. “Listen carefully now, you are going 
to be cryopreserved, so just uh... mentally 
prepare yourself or something, and if all goes 
well, you should be able to wake up in a few 
decades time in perfect condition, as if you’ve 
never aged, as for what to do when you finally do 
wake up, don’t worry about it, we’ll take it from 
there.” She continued, and after another quick 


glance at me, she left the room. 


I tried to scream for help, but I was too weak, 
and my lips felt like they were frozen shut. A 
metal plate began sliding over the windowed slit 
inside the container and as the last rays of light 
were broken, my _  =mind _ slipped into 


unconsciousness. 
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3 
A Rude Awakening 


CLANG! 


The sound of metal banging against rocks 
vibrated throughout the tank and echoed within 
my skull, waking me up. My eyes flew open, and 
pain racked throughout my body as I was 
thrashed around in my cramped metal container. 
After a while, the shaking ceased, and I looked up 
and tried to recollect the events that transpired. 
Oh right, the cryopreservation, at the very least, | 
was alive, so that was a start. But I still had no 
idea where I was, or how long I was in stasis. For 


now, though, I had to get out. 
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Last I remembered, the tank had no openings 
from the inside, and it was pitch black in here at 
the moment, so I began to feel around for 
anything I could use, a latch or maybe even a 
convenient “Push to open” Button, and to my 
complete surprise, there was one! I guess the 
designers really knew what they were doing. I 
pushed the button and the front of the tank 


swung open. 


Once again, I was momentarily blinded by the 
sudden burst of light, and as my sight cleared up, 
I squinted at my surroundings. My tank had 
landed on a beach somewhere, and it was quite 
badly dented to one side, which I assumed was 
the result of that beating it took earlier. Aside 
from that, the tank seemed to be in fairly good 
condition, and I was unharmed too. I looked in 


the direction of the water and noticed a giant 
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structure jutting out from within the water, I 
guess that was the source of all the rocking I had 
just gone through. But upon closer inspection, I 
was horrified to see that it was in fact a building. 
An apartment complex. In the sea. But then I 
looked to the land and almost fainted from shock 


from what I saw next. 


As far as the eye could see, it was a barren 
wasteland, littered with rubble and _ what 
appeared to be the ruins of a city, with charred 
and tattered roads, cars and buses toppled over 
each other, covered in rust. Nothing was left 
intact, and it felt like a wave of destruction had 
rolled over the whole area. There was no 
greenery to be found anywhere either, except for 


little patches of moss near the edge of the water. 
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The sky was in an even worse state, a dull 
blanket of ash and smoke, the air tinged with the 
hue of an ugly shade of orange, and it reeked of 
soot and burnt tires. It felt like someone had set 
fire to the very air itself, and the heat was 
unbearable, with blisters forming all over my 
skin. In all essences, this truly felt like what you 
would call a post-apocalyptic world. Little did I 
know back then that I wasn’t entirely wrong with 
that description. Horror had wiped my face clean 
of any other emotion, my hands covered my 
mouth as I witnessed the wreckage of what was 
once civilization. For a while, my mind was just a 
sea of confusion, not knowing what to do and just 
taking in the sorrowful scenery. What could have 
happened that had reduced the entire world into 
such a state? And did I really just sleep through it 
all? Where were the surviving people sheltered, if 


any even existed? My head started to get groggy 
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as all these unanswered questions began piling 
up within my mind. I slapped myself on both my 
cheeks hard enough to get thinking straight and 
wiped away my tears that dripped on to the dead 
ground. Now was not the time to get emotional. 
First, I decided to try and find some the nearest 
settlement, or group up with anyone I could find. 
And find out what, when, and how everything 
had come to this. But for now, I had to rely purely 
on survival. Yes, that was my original plan, but as 
it may have already become painfully obvious to 
you, it didn't exactly go the way I expected. I 
remember walking on the unsteady and charred 
land with no destination in mind, picking up 
anything that could be remotely useful and 
stashing it all in an old duffel bag I found in the 
hood of a crumbling car wreck.Days went by, and 
while aimlessly wandering the ruins, I still hadn’t 


found any trace of the existence of survivors. 
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All I could find were decimated remains of 
buildings, fallen streetlamps and _ signposts, 
vehicles, and the list kept expanding. Another 
thing I had learnt to constantly be alert of was 
when the sun rose and fell, as during daytime the 
temperatures would reach scorching levels of 
heat and traveling was absolutely unbearable. So 
nighttime was when I did all of my scavenging, in 
order to avoid the risk of a heat stroke. 
Sometimes, I would set up camp in crumbling 
houses to escape the intense heat outdoors. Other 
days, I would seek shelter in nearby caves or 
under any structure that provided enough shade. 
I never had to worry about wild animals or 
anything of the sort either, as so far, I hadn’t seen 
one at all, except for some small rodents and 
birds. Though I wasn’t sure whether to be glad or 
more dejected by the fact. 
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Over the course of many more days, I began 
to slowly lose all hope of contacting another 
person, as my constant searching seemed to be all 
in vain. The only traces of human life I could find 
aside from the dilapidated homes and streets 
were various forms of plastic rubbish ranging 
from bottles to plastic bags, strewn across the 
various terrain I kept traversing. Then one 
fortunate day it happened. I finally found a 
working smartphone. It was daytime, and I was 
rummaging through the rubble of an old 
bungalow when I accidentally stepped on a 
weaker spot, and the decaying floorboards gave 
out under me. I fell and as my hands reached out 
to the ground to steady myself, a sudden, sharp 
pain shot up my palms. A sudden cry of pain 
escaped my lips and I looked at my hands, 
noticing several tiny wooden splinters that had 


punctured my skin. 
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Well, I thought, this is going to take a while to patch 
up. 


After getting up and dusting myself off for a 


second, a small ray of light caught my eye. 


The light seemed to be coming from under the 
wreckage of a desk that happened to fall with me. 
At first, I thought I was hallucinating, or worse, 
going insane from not having human contact in 
so long. But then I spotted the ray again and 
decided to check it out. As I started to dig under 
the wooden debris, I saw it. A smartphone. The 
light I saw earlier seemed to have been reflected 


off of its screen. 


Obviously, in very poor condition, its screen 
was cracked and splintered, and the frame bent 


slightly, but it was a start. I immediately snatched 
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it up, mouth agape. “No way!” I cried out, then 
immediately felt awkward by the heavy silence 
that ensued. By some miracle, the battery was still 
working, so I switched on the phone, and as I 
watched the screen flicker back to life, I was hit 


by another wave of shock. 
24-11-2031 | 5:53 PM 


Eleven Years?! I had been asleep for eleven 
years?! Confusion and panic had completely 
wrapped my thoughts. How did time pass by so 
quickly? When did all of this happen? My 


doubt and despair only grew, and the realization 
dawned on me that there really may be no hope 


for me at all. 
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Tears began welling up in my eyes and coursing 
down my face, dripping from my chin onto the 


ground beneath. 


That day, I was too unsettled to get even a wink 
of sleep, and as I sat there, huddled next to my 
bags under a roof that could collapse at any 
second, I thought to myself, Where do I go from 


here? 


It's been two weeks since that day. 
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4 
Bad News 


A new day had begun, and after the sun 
started to climb and temperatures began to rise 
once more, I sought out shelter in one of the 
many dilapidated villas I was raiding. This one 
just so happened to have maintained most of its 
original structure, and had some _ nice-looking 
furniture too, from what I could see through the 
windowless gaps on its side. I made my way 
inside, crouching under the collapsed doorway, 


and looked around. 


The first thing I noticed was the living room, 


it had a large and tattered red sofa to one side, a 
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burnt rug in the middle, covered in ash, and a 


stack of newspapers in another 


corner. My eyes glittered with joy upon the 
thought of finding so much reading material in 
one place! I immediately scurried across the 
room, cautiously avoiding any unstable 
floorboards, having learnt my lesson. As I picked 
up the bundle of papers barely held together by a 
thin and worn out rubber band, I noticed the 
thick layer of dust that caked them. Huh, I 
thought, these must have been sitting here for a while 
now, and suddenly the feeling of dread and 
despair returned that reminded me of how long I 
was out for, and how I was most likely all alone 
on this barren Earth. I pushed those feelings away 


for now and blew on the papers. As the dust 
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cleared off, I was finally able to read the contents 


of what I held. 
Date: 11th February 2031 


A sudden burst of hope and energy rejuvenated 
me as I read the date of the paper, seeing as how 
the date wasn't too far back from today. This was 
the confirmation I needed so desperately that 
humanity was still alive, at least until a year ago. I 
started reading the headlines and frowned in 
concern. As I flipped through the pages, my eyes 
skimmed every bit of the articles and my head 
tilted quizzically. Almost every page was layered 
with news reports addressing various disturbing 
incidents happening around the world. Low lying 
countries like Venice, India, Japan, and large 
portions of China had been submerged due to 


sudden rises in sea levels, and countries further 
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inland had suffered severe food and water 
shortages, as well as more disease outbreaks due 
to the numerous refugees that flocked there to 
escape the floods. Along with that, the increased 
sea levels paved the way for more cyclones and 
hurricanes to form, devastating the countries that 


were Safe from the initial flooding. 


Developing countries were hit the hardest, being 
almost completely wiped out as they lacked 
enough resources to prepare themselves for the 
assault of tropical storms that surged in 
frequencies at an alarming rate, as well as the 
floods and droughts that followed. The overall 
temperature of the Earth had reached record 
highs, causing mass death from heat strokes in 
countries with previously hot conditions, and 


igniting forest fires around the world, causing 
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countless species of flora and fauna to go extinct, 
as well as leaving millions of people homeless. As 
if all that wasn’t enough, as society continued to 
progress, more and more greenhouse emissions 
were produced, along with other air impurities 
like ash and soot as industries were rushed with 
demand for their frivolous products, to the point 
where the decrease in general air quality had 
gotten so bad that a term was coined for it.The 
Great Air Depression. A _ bit ironic, but 
unfortunately as true and bitter as the name 
suggests. Thousands, if not millions suffered 
from the effects, namely asthma and other 
breathing difficulties, which led to another spike 
in deaths around the world, contributing to the 
overall catastrophe that was being caused in the 


wake of the numerous global crises. Many 
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services ceased to function due to the large 
number of fatalities, and society began to crumble 
as a whole. At this point, I started to think of the 
people, and more specifically my parents, who 


were dragged into this mess of a world. Why? 


Tears couldn't stop rolling down my cheeks 
as the realization dawned on me that my parents 
and everyone in this world was most likely gone 
for good. And there was one term being 
repeatedly mentioned across all these articles, 
Global Warming. The root cause of all these 
horrendous disasters was nothing but the 
consequences of mankind’s own actions, and our 
refusal to amend these mistakes, in favor of our 
own desires. In fact, as the onslaught of calamities 
commenced, many countries rushed to decide on 


a solution to the global crisis however, it seemed 
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that the point of no return had already been 


crossed. 


All their efforts and investments were in 
vain, and the tide of desolation began rolling over 
the entire planet. Coupled with the rise of new 
wars between countries competing for safer 
regions of the planet, as well as limited resources, 


the entire planet had gone off the rails. 


To say that this was all bad news would be 


an understatement. 
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5 
The Station 


As the faint moonlight shone in through 
the windows, I looked up from the papers to see 
that the day had passed. I got up to leave, as the 
sun was down, and it was time to gather 
resources for another bleak day and opened the 
front door to leave. The moment I did however, 
the door frame made a loud, creaking noise and 
collapsed on itself, bringing with it the ceiling 
above me. Wood splinters and dust flew 
everywhere, getting into my eyes and nose, and a 
large piece of the door fell backwards onto me 
bringing me down with it. As I fell to the ground 
with all the house crashing down around me, the 
debris on top of me shielding my body from the 
rest of the damage. 
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After a few chaotic seconds, the noise finally 
receded. I pushed the rubble away, fortunately it 
was light enough to do so, and slowly got up, 
roughly dusting myself off throughout the whole 
thing. My eyes had welled up from all the soot 
and dirt in the air now, and through my blurred 
vision I could easily make out that the house had 
fully crumpled, in a pattern like fallen dominoes, 
starting from the front door I had just opened. 
Luckily, I was spared from most of the 
destruction, being shielded by the door frame, 
and made it out with just a few cuts and bruises 
around my legs and forearms, and I wrapped 
them up as best as I could with the few scraps of 
cloth I had. Looking around it was quite obvious 
that there was nothing else to be salvaged from 
here, and it was time to move on. I walked from 
each ruined house to the other, trying to find one 
where I could stay for the day, and the sun was 
going to rise soon. 


The first few rays of sunshine broke over the 
horizon and I could immediately feel a wave of 
heat rolling over me, slowly becoming more 
intense with each minute. In my panic, I spotted 
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an entrance to what looked like an abandoned 
underground train station, just a few blocks to the 
right, and hurriedly made my way over to it in 
my desperation for shelter. As soon as I entered 
the building itself, the first thing I noticed was the 
rancid stench, which reminded me of rotten meat, 
coupled with how cramped the area was for a 
station. Part of the ceiling had collapsed onto the 
ground, blocking off the rest of the tracks and 
cutting off this station from the rest of the railway 
network. There was an escalator system leading 
down to the actual subway system, now defunct 
and unmoving. I walked down each _ step 
carefully, testing it with my weight before going 
to the next one just in case, having learnt from my 
recent experience. The whole station was eerily 
quiet, but I had gotten used to the silence after 
spending so many weeks alone, and at times it 
even felt comforting. 


As I neared the end of the stairs the stench 
became stronger, almost unbearable, and I was 
forced to cover my nose with my shirt to try and 
block it out. I swept the area around me, looking 
for the source of the odor, but to no avail. On the 
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tracks a single train stood still, about a hundred 
meters in length or so, and slightly dented in 
places, but overall intact. The wall to my right 
was lined with benches, an empty and broken 
vending machine, blankets, and some more 
empty canned food containers. It seemed almost 
as if people lived here for a 


while, or more likely, took refuge here when all 
the disasters hit. 


I wondered to myself how recent this settlement 
must have been, and what could have happened 
to the people living here. I moved closer to the 
sheets strewn across the floor, and out of the 
corner of my eye I noticed something. 


A book. It had said ‘Diary of Ted Martin’ on 
the front cover that was in a dark shade of red 
and it looked quite big. I picked it up and opened 
it, the feeling of having a book in my hands was 
one I hadn’t experienced in a long time, so it felt 
kind of refreshing. The pages were yellowed with 
age, and felt extremely fragile, as if the lightest 
touch could cause them to crumble. I made a 
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small spot for myself using the blankets lying 
around and began reading the contents. 


oh 


To whoever may be reading this in the future, My 
name is Ted Martin, a forty-three-year-old train 
conductor. 


Iam writing this as I sit in one of the compartments of 
my train as a refugee, not of a terrorist attack or such, 
but of nature’s own charge. 


The world has become a graveyard to mankind and 
it’s taking every country one by one. I hope, in any 
way, this diary may be of help to you, whoever you are 
reading this, as you too must be stranded for sure. 
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Day 1 


The government had warned the town leaders that a 
major tropical storm was heading their way in a few 
days, so now the people here have taken shelter in this 
station, along with me and all my passengers. 


We barricaded ourselves inside by blocking off any and 
all entrances, hoping to avoid most of the damage. 


There was a flood more massive and destructive 
than any other I had ever seen or felt, and one person 
who tried to go outside was instantly picked up by the 
raging winds that reached impossible speeds. It took a 
lot of lives from the nearby town; they weren't as 
prepared as us it seems. 


Food and water is available, but people are being too 
greedy. We might have a problem on our hands soon. 
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Day 2 


Couldn’t get a wink of sleep last night, the barricades 
have been holding up and water has been seeping 
through a bit, and the sound of drops falling are really 
profound in this dead silence here. 


Our makeshift barricade was made hastily from 
random pieces of furniture like bed frames, closets, and 
sofas, in an attempt to make sure the doors held most 
of the water. Doesn't seem like a serious leak so there’s 
no cause for concern, but it’s still rather annoying. 


Judging from the noises outside, the storm still 
hadn't settled, and we could hear cars and other debris 
being tossed against the entrance at times. 


People are beginning to panic. 


54 


Day 3 


Food and water supplies are slowly dwindling, and the 
people have decided to start rationing the rest. 


We should be able to last another week or so. 
Day 4, 


Yesterday, one of the doors we were blocking gave way 
all of a sudden. It took several minutes before we 
managed to block it back again, but by then the damage 
was done. Most of the water that had flowed in settled 
in the tracks, but many people’s belongings were 
soaked now. This time we've used heavier furniture in 
the barricade, so it should hold up better now. 


As it turns out though, we might not need it soon. 
When the door was ajar, the level of water outside was 
visibly around knee height. 


At this rate we might not have to stay for that much 
longer. 
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Day 5 
We had our first few deaths today. 


Three men from the second compartment found 
another leak, this time from the roof. They assumed it 
was raining and tried collecting it for drinking. 


Turns out it was acid rain, and they found out the 
hard way. We’ve patched that hole now, but the tape 
seems to be disintegrating. 


Will need to fix that later. 
Day 6 


The ration system seems to be working for the most 
part, and the supplies are lasting. 


The only problem is that some people’s rations are 
going missing, including my own. Someone's 
hoarding it for themselves, and investigations are 
ongoing. I haven't eaten today and hopefully they find 
whoever’s taking them. 
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Day 7 


I walked in on the mayor and two other guys eating 
rations secretly in one of the compartments. 


They tried bribing me into silence but after I had my 
full, I ratted them out. Their rations were significantly 
reduced and now they are under constant surveillance 
from the others. 


I think the storm’s stopped so maybe we can go 
outside now? 


Day 8 


We finally had sunlight again, after a full week, but we 
had no idea what was to come next. 


Out of the dozen people we sent outside to recover 
whatever they could, less than half made it back. The 
others had died of heat strokes, and even letting in 
sunlight here was turning the place into an artificial 
greenhouse. 
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No wonder I’ve been sweating like crazy the whole 
day. The plan now is to move at night, and try and 
find civilization nearby, if there was any. 


And that was it. After these records, all the other 
pages were empty.I put down the book and sat in 
silence for a few minutes, taking in what I had 
just read. It may have been only a few entries, 


but it was enough to tell the conductor's story. 
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A Desperate Act 


Before I knew it, the sun had set, and the faint 
glow of moonlight was visible at the top of the 
stairway that was the entrance. I had been so 
engrossed in my reading that I hadn’t even 
noticed how quickly time had passed by. The 
contents had been depressing of course, but I still 
held onto the hope that if civilization still existed 
somewhere, it would be farther inland, safe from 
the hazards of the sea, and_ probably 
underground where the heat wouldn’t reach 


them. 


So, I packed my belongings and began my 


journey inland. I didn’t really have a clue of 
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where I was going, and the only thing I had to 
work with, was to head in the opposite direction 


of the shore I arrived at initially. It 


started off well, having saved enough rations of 
edible herbs and hunting several small animals 


like mice and birds, and doing good on water too. 


Fast forward to three days later. I was 
traversing through another ruined city, making 
my way through the rubble that remained, when 
I spotted something amazing. A shopping mall! It 
was easy to identify, as the structure was 
relatively intact and it still resembled one, even 
after everything the surrounding area had been 
through. This was the lucky break I needed, and 
there was definitely something to be found here. I 
paced around the perimeter of the complex and 


looked for an entrance. After a few minutes of 


60 


aimlessly wandering around, I finally found the 
main entryway, but to my utter dismay, it was 
blocked by the wreckage of multiple cars and 


trucks, which formed a pile of unrelenting 


metal that blocked me from going inside. I sighed 
in disappointment and reached into my bag for a 
quick snack of salted rodent to cheer myself up, 
but then realized I had already run out a few 


hours ago. 


The sun was beginning to rise too, and with 
that my options were limited as I’d have to go 
find shelter instead. I began panicking, and as I 
hurried over to the line of crippled stores nearby 
to put up for the day, I noticed a few odd clumps 
of plants that were sticking out of a pile of bricks 
to my right. I was tempted to quickly snatch a 


few to sate my hunger out of desperation, and my 
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stomach rumbled in agreement. When I reached 
the plants, I noticed the color of its flowers 
weren't quite distinguishable, mostly due to the 
faint moonlight. Of course, from my _ limited 
knowledge in botany, I knew that its color was 
crucial in deciding whether it was edible or 
poisonous. Regardless, I stuffed my mouth with a 
few and hurried into the nearest building, where I 


set camp. 


A while later, as I started to pack up and head 
out once again, I suddenly began feeling 
incredibly nauseous, my vision blurred, and the 
world started to spin around me. My body racked 
with pain, and as I held my head in my hands in 
agony, I instantly knew what caused this, and 
through gritted teeth, I cursed my own stupidity. 


My limbs started going weak, and before I knew 
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it, my legs had given out under me and I 
collapsed into an unconscious heap on_ the 


ground. 


I found myself floating in a cesspool of vibrant 
colors, mostly blue and purple, emitting such a 
mysterious aura with scenes of the past playing 
right in front of me. Children and teenagers 
protesting for their rights to a clean Earth for their 
future and being overlooked and ignored by the 
leaders of the world. All of this just continued to 
play in front of me and I could only watch it with 


nothing but despair and sadness filling my tears. 
Make it stop. 


Forest fires raging around the world, 
encompassing and viciously burning humans and 


animals. Wars being waged all around the globe. 
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Millions of homes engulfed in flames, children 
screaming in pain, ambulances rushing to their 
rescue, shelters echoing with the grief-stricken 
sobbing of people who lost their homes and 


families. 
Please make it stop! 


I whispered to myself, covering my face with my 
hands and trying to avert my sight from the 


horrific visions. 
Then suddenly, I heard birds chirping. 


My hands slowly dropped down from my face 
to see the most beautiful scenery I had ever seen. 
A vast garden covered in lush, bright green grass, 
where many families were picnicking and 
frolicking around. Cheerful and joyous laughter 


echoed all around me. Nearby was a small lake so 
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clean and clear, you could effortlessly see the 
beautiful plants growing at the bottom, and the 
prismatic variety of fish that sparkled in the 


water like little gemstones. 


Scattered around the area were wonderfully tall 
and thick trees with trunks the shade of a deep 
and rich shade of brown. Best of all was the 


shining rainbow that could be seen in the 


distance, with the most beautiful and vivid colors 


I had ever seen. 


I laughed and smiled at the view before me, 
and for the first time in a while, I actually enjoyed 
being alive. Then, with almost no warning, the 
scene in front of me shattered like a broken 
mirror, and my senses were assaulted with an 
incredibly loud yet familiar buzzing noise that 


seemed to reverberate within my mind. 
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Wi 
The Refined World 


“...llysal” 


Voices kept dipping in and out, someone seemed 
to be calling my name yet, my body, my eyes, 
they felt too heavy to respond. 


“Allyssal” 
Again, only this time I just had to open my eyes. 


“Oh, thank god! Allyssa, I thought you’d never 
wake up!” 


“Mom?” I prop myself up on my elbows and look 
around in confusion. Why was my mother there 
at my side, looking so worried? 
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“What's going on? And... why am in the 
hospital?” I asked, trying to recall how I ended 
up on the hospital bed. 


“Oh dear, you won't imagine how much I-” 


“Ms. Dinah, please calm down, I'll take it from 
here.” the doctor interrupted, as he entered the 
room. 


“Hi Allyssa, I’m Dr. Reed.” 


“Hi... Hello.” I replied, still confused at my entire 
situation. 


“You were brought here by your friend from the 
lab after she found you laying flat on the ground, 
unconscious. 


I’m also suspecting a slight case of amnesia; 
you've been overworking yourself. I hear that 
you're a microbiologist?” 


” Yes, that Iam but...amnesia?” 


“Wait, how long have I been out for?” I continued 
to speak. 
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“Around three hours and don't worry, you 
should be fine after some treatment.” The doctor 
reassured me. 


But I just couldn't let the thought of me suddenly 
being on a hospital bed out of nowhere just let go. 
How is this possible? The last thing I remembered 
was passing out in the vicinity of that worn-out 
shopping mall.I closed my eyes for just a second 
and now I’m here? 


“Can I have a look outside?” I asked, suspecting 
something was wrong. 


“No, you've got to rest!” My mother exclaimed in 
worry; her brows furrowed in _ concern.“It’s 
alright Ms. Dinah, if she’s able to walk then it 
should be fine.” The doctor said as he gave me a 
nod of permission. 


Without wasting even, a second, I left the bed and 
hurried to open the curtains, but I was 
immediately taken aback by the view. 


Tall multi-colored buildings built in designs 


that extended over the streets, providing shade 
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and pathways for a continuous, cool breeze, with 
huge groups of solar panels on each one of them, 
lush, bright green vines lining the walls in 
symmetrical patterns. Trees and bushes dotting 
the streets in frequent locations, covering every 
corner of the place, flowers and grass stretching 
out next to the sidewalks. Footpaths, roads and a 
cycling path, all segregated in light colors of 
green, black and red. The bikes seemed off too. 
no, they weren't bikes, they were scooters! At the 
center of the entire area was a roundabout that 
had a massive tree in the middle that did. I could 
tell from the window itself how big the tree’s 
stump was and how long the leaves were. The 
leaves... they were dancing in the wind, with a 


likeness to hair. So majestic it was and so very 
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captivating. Then something in the sky caught my 


attention. 


My eyes widened to the beautiful view of the 
cloudless and vast sky with flocks of birds 
playfully swooping up and down each other. I 
took a step back from the window, still clutching 
on to the curtains, mouth slightly open in 
amazement yet, deep inside, it felt odd. 


My train of thought was interrupted by the 
doctor as he asked: 


“Well? Is everything alright? You look a bit... 
lost.” He was right in a sense. 


“Allyssa?” My mother questioned. 


“T suppose I’m still not feeling very well.” I said 
as I slowly turned myself around, leaving a hold 
of the curtains, and once again looked to my 
mother, then to the doctor and then to the floor. 


“Dr. Reed, what is the date today?” I asked. 
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“Date? It’s the seventeenth of December...” He 
replied. 


“Year?” 

“Uh...2020.” He continued while tilting his head 
slightly. I mean, it was quite an odd question, and 
maybe I shouldn't have asked in front of my 
mother, who had now started to question the 
doctor about my condition again and gotten even 
more worried. Still, I thought to myself, that just a 
few minutes back I had been wandering around 
in a deserted, dry, lonely place with nothing but 
the remnants of human ignorance. Now, as I 
gazed out the window, everything was 


completely different. 


Was it all just a really bad dream? 
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“Dr. Reed, what are those? They wouldn't be cars, 
would they?” I asked while pointing my finger 
towards the window, and onto the odd-looking 
vehicles on the roads outside. 


“Oh, you mean the electric cars?” 
“Electric?” 


“Yes, electric...” The doctor started to walk closer 
to the window, and as he did, he explained: 


“They were launched a few years ago as part of 
the global initiative by the UN to address the 
global warming concern. 


I began pondering over this, what he was telling 
me didn’t match at all with what I remembered. 
Was it possible that I had just made up the whole 
scenario in my head? 


“Dear, do you really not remember anything 
from before you blacked out?” Mother had come 
up to me, asking me while holding my hand. 


I just looked at her in silence, feeling guilty that 
she had to go through such emotions. I couldn’t 
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just tell her that I had lived through a whole time 
period where Earth was completely void of any 
human life, caused by human ignorance of a 
global crisis, or she would definitely think I was 
insane. 


“Why don't you go and rest for a bit, while your 
mother and I discuss this elsewhere.” The doctor 
suggested as he opened the window to let the air 
get in. I agreed with him and went back to bed 
once they both had left. 


It was still daytime, and I could hear the chirping 
of the birds, the busy roads and sound 


of people. I closed my eyes and focused on the 
sounds and as I did, a tear ran down my cheek. 


How long has it been since the world felt normal? 1 
thought to myself. 


Maybe, I really am home and that dream of a 
post-apocalyptic world I had to witness was just 
that, a dream. 


Regardless, I was grateful to finally be out of 
that hellish nightmare and went to sleep. 
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By the time I had woken up in the morning, I 
already felt better. Although slivers of the scenes 
from my nightmare flashed through my mind 
randomly, which still haunted me. 


Dr. Reed came into my room later during the day 
and asked me a few questions about myself, to 
make sure my mental health was improving, 


“So, are you able to recall anything from before 
you fainted?” 


“A little actually.” 


“You still have that confused look about you 
though.” 


I didn't want to stay in the hospital anymore, so I 
decided to play along so I could go outside and 
see for myself just what had changed. 


“No, I feel a lot better actually. I’m slowly 
beginning to remember certain things too.” 


“Alright then... if you say so.” He said while 
heading back to the door, scribbling something 
onto his notepad. 
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“Anyway, a nurse will be coming shortly to 
discharge you. Oh, and if you feel any more 
amnesic symptoms, please feel free to contact 


yw 


me. 

Just a few minutes later, the nurse came to pick 
me up and guide me outside. There, parked at the 
entrance I found a car waiting for me, and even 
though the shape was slightly different from 
what I remembered, I could still make out that it 
was my mom’s car. Only now it was lined on the 
side with solar panels, and in place of the usual 
fuel tank, there was now an electric charging 
port. The jarring, bright red color of the car was 
still the same. Figures, even in a dream her taste 
in colors would be just as bad. As I walked to the 
car, I noticed another figure in the back seat, and 


squinting through the lightly tinted windows I 
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could just barely make out Ria’s face. I got inside 


and greeted the two. 


“Well? How are you feeling” Ria asked. 
“Better, I guess” I replied. 


“You guess? You've missed a full day's work you 
know. I had to sub in for you or else you’d have 
gotten an email from the head office.” She 
complained. 


I just sighed tiredly, since I didn't feel like 
starting an argument with her when my mind 
was still sorting things out. 


“Come on you two, stop bickering. Ria, where do 
you want me to drop you off again?” Mother 
asked. 


“Ah, near the central park please.” Ria replied. 


“Oh, can I come along?” I chimed in, hoping to 
find out what else had changed around here. 


“Obviously not dear. You still need to rest.” 
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“But I feel fine, besides, I think a bit of fresh air 
would do me good right about now.” 


“No means no.” 


My mom shot me a stern look, as she stopped the 
car near something that looked like a fuel pump, 
at least, it had the shape and the nozzle right. | 
assumed it was an electric charging station for the 
car, since when were these so common? 
Wherever you looked, you could find one easily, 
always in the vicinity of a parking space, or near 
convenience stores. 


My mom got out and slid the nozzle into the slot I 
saw earlier and took out a card from her wallet. 


“What's that card for?” I asked Ria, curiously. 


She looked at me, bewildered for a second, then 
responded, 


“Wow, how hard did you hit your head? It's an E- 
Charge card. You know. To pay for the charging, 
everyone’s got one.” 


77 


I simply nodded and looked back at my mom. 
She was done charging the car. There was a small 
beep sound, and she took the wire out and kept it 
back, while simultaneously swiping her card in a 
slot on the machine. The whole process took just 
about fifteen seconds, and I was amazed by the 
speed of the whole system. 


She got back in and turned the car back on, and 
we started heading towards the central park, at 
least I still remembered its location. 


“So, can you still drop me off along with Ria?” I 
asked, hoping for a different answer this time. 


“No. You're coming home with me. There's 
plenty of fresh air back home too.” 


I sighed and looked at Ria who just shrugged 
with a smile. 


“Guess, I'll meet you back at the lab tomorrow.” I 
said, slightly disappointed. 
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8 
Fall Back 


18-12-2020 | 6:00AM 


I had about two hours before heading to work. I 
slowly made my way out of bed, opened the 
curtains to let some morning sunlight into the 
room and while I was at it, I left the windows 
open too. As the morning breeze drifted in from 
my window, I took a minute to stand there and 
relish in the moment as the cool wind passed over 
my face. After taking in a few deep breaths, | 
glanced at my schedule for the day and went to 
the kitchen to make a light breakfast. Mother was 
still asleep. It seemed that today was going to be 
another busy day at the lab, researching our most 
recent batch of bacteria specimens and also 
because I had a lot of catching up to do. 


Anyway, while I was whipping up some 
pancakes for breakfast, I heard my phone ring all 
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the way from my room, so I walked back and 
picked it up. It was from my father. 


“Hey Dad.” I exclaimed, while walking back to 
the stove. 


“Alyssa, dear, how are you and your mother 
doing? I heard about your amnesia-” 


“Ah it’s nothing really, the doctor said it was just 
short term, nothing too big of a deal.” I abruptly 
mentioned, trying to quell his worries. 


“That's great but do take care of yourself. I get 
that you’re busy with your work but don’t forget 
about your health okay?” He asked, with a tone 
of concern still in his voice, “Anyway dad, how's 
your business trip going? Mom keeps telling me 
that it's a very important one and hopes you're 
doing well at it. She’s still asleep though.” 


“Ha ha, that's right dear, I’ll tell you all about 
ac 


We talked a bit more while I stuffed my face with 
pancakes. After breakfast I said goodbye to my 
dad and started getting ready for work. 


80 


I got dressed in a plain black T-shirt along with 
my lab coat and headed out for work. I then stood 
outside and waited for a cab to come my way. I 
couldn’t help but notice that once again, the air 
here felt much cleaner than what I was 
accustomed to, and the usual odor of smoke was 
lacking greatly. After a few minutes of waiting, a 
taxi finally arrived to pick me up, and lo and 
behold, it was electric too, just like every other 
vehicle that passed by. 


On the way to my lab, I checked the news 
on my phone and the more recent ones had been 
all about the global project ‘advancements to aid 
in the reduction of our climate’. Apparently, just a 
little while back, a large majority of countries had 
begun the transition to cleaner and more 
sustainable transportation methods, with the use 
of electric and solar powered vehicles gaining 
popularity within the masses recently. Aside 
from that, a few other interesting articles had 
caught my attention as well. There was one 
describing a project launched by the UN earlier 
this year to build a large solar farm complex in 
the Sahara Desert, and another about some 
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countries switching to entirely powering 
themselves with nuclear plants, in order to 
reduce carbon emissions and toxic gases that 
were normally released by regular old coal 
plants. 


An international law had also _ been 
recognized, which banned the use of plastic bags 
in stores around the world, in favor of reusable, 
canvas ones. I raised my brows in astonishment 
at how progressive and advanced these actions 
were and was then suddenly reminded of the 
horrific disasters that happened in my dream. 
Everything I had just read felt like the complete 
opposite of the desolate world I witnessed in my 
dream. Whereas in the world I had envisioned, 
mankind continued to show neglect, even after 
several obvious signs had passed them, and 
global warming subsequently took its toll on the 
planet, reducing it to an empty husk. Here 
however, humanity had begun, even if just 
recently, to try and turn back the tide of global 
warming, and it seemed like it was working too. 
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I reached the lab just before 8:00 AM. 
Entering the lab, I noticed Ria intently peering 
through a microscope at the latest batch of 
bacteria specimens we received, just then, a 
random bolt of memory suddenly hit me. 


This has happened before. 


I thought back to the exact events being played 
out in my dream and let out a chuckle at how 
similar it was, yet it also felt a little eerie. 


“Alyssa don’t just stand there and mindlessly 
cackle. It’s weird.” Rina spoke, snapping me out 
of my thoughts “Oh, and also, there was a lady 
asking for you earlier.” 


“This early in the morning?” I asked, furrowing 
my brows and narrowing my eyes, walking 
towards the incubator where we kept our 
specimens. 


“T don't know, but she did leave me her 
business card though, I think she expects you to 
call her later.” 
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“Ts that so...” I said as extended my hand to grab 
the card Ria held out. 


“Did she mention her name?” 


“Some Dr. Amelia White from a new ice cream 
chain, IceAge.” 


The moment she uttered those words, a state of 
panic and fear ensued within my mind. I 
momentarily flashed back to my dream, the 
moment I was drugged and dragged away, the 
cold and cramped metal tank I was forced into, 
all those moments flooded my mind in a single 
second. 


But once again, I took a deep breath and pushed 
those thoughts out of my mind. It was just a 
dream, and the name Ice Age being the 


exact same was probably just a coincidence. 
Besides, this time the name of the woman calling 
was different, which just served to 
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prove that the dream I had was just that. A 
dream, and nothing more. I proceeded to dial in 
the number and waited for someone to pick up. 
The call was answered rather quickly, and I heard 
that familiar sharp and elegant voice speak up. 


“Good Morning?” 
“Ts this Dr. Amelia speaking?” I asked. 


“Ah! You must be Dr. Alyssa. Nice to finally 
speak to you.” 


“Yeah, uh... I was told that you visited my lab 
earlier?” 


“Yes, indeed I did although, you weren't 
available but no matter, we can discuss your 
volunteering over the phone” 


“Volunteering?” I asked, clearly set aback by this 
sudden twist and getting hit by a wave of 
memories from my dream. 


Strange. | thought to myself. 
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“Yes, volunteering, your name was on our list of 
volunteers for the ice cream taste testing today, 
was it not? 


“Um, could you hold on the line for a minute?” I 
asked 


“Sure!” She replied. I turned to Ria who seemed 
to be eavesdropping the entire conversation and 
had a huge smile plastered on her face, while I 
stared at her dumbfounded. She snickered as I 
glared at her holding onto the phone call and 
demanded an _ explanation for what just 
happened, even though I already knew, as once 
again the pattern of my dream was being 
followed. 


{(" 


“Don’t worry... it’s just a prank!” She whispered 
while laughing hard, “Since you enjoyed eating 
my pasta last week, I thought you’d like dessert 
this time around!” she continued to laugh even 


though I could tell she was holding back. 


Honestly! 1 was slightly irritated by her childlike 
attitude. I was not in the mood for this at all, 
especially not mentally. 
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“Yes, sorry about that, so when and where am | 
supposed to arrive exactly?” I questioned, 
turning back to the call. 


“Tf you’re available around four to five, that 
would be great! And don’t worry about the 
location, I’ll send it to you through this number.” 
I agreed and told her to expect me around four in 
the afternoon, then hung up. 
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9 
Contrasting Memories 


I received the location of the factory where 
Ice Age was conducting the taste testing and 
headed to it immediately after work. The 
surrounding area was the first thing that caught 
my eye, a vast field with numerous, tall wind 
turbines that towered over the nearby buildings, 
which I assumed to be the main power supply for 


the factories close by. 


As I neared the building, the first thing I 
noticed was the giant IceAge written on the front 
in bright pink and white letters, and polka dots 


covering the walls with equally bright colors, 
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which reminded me of ice cream sprinkles, quite 
fitting I’d say. The cab driver dropped me off 
around the entrance, where I was welcomed by a 
jolly-looking woman with dazzling straight black 
hair tied in a neat bun, who looked like she was 
in her mid-forties, and introduced herself as Dr. 
Amelia White. Looking at her then, her elegant 
and cultured voice really matched her 


appearance. 


While we greeted each other, she ushered me in 
through the entrance where she, along with two 
guards in a simple blue-black security uniform. 
The first thing I asked her about was the giant 
wind farm next door, to which she looked at me 


in amazement and said: 


“Wow you must be living under a rock; this 


is the biggest wind farm in the city! Surely, 
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you've heard of it before at some point?”, to 
which I shook my head. She almost looked like 
she didn’t believe me, but continued on anyway, 
stating various statistics about the number of 
turbines, how much power it produces, the 
environmental benefits, and so on, while I zoned 
out, letting the information pass from one ear out 


the other. 


I looked around the place which seemed rather 
normal and I also noticed a giant glass wall on 
my right side from which I could see ice cream 
machines lined in neat and organized rows, and 
the hallways were bustling with people. After a 
brief walk, we entered a large room with light 


blue walls, and a long table in the middle. 


To one side was a large assortment of chairs, 


where around twenty to thirty people were 
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seated. I assumed they were here for the same 
reason I was. On the table was a lineup of 
different ice cream flavors, stored in stainless 
steel tubs. Dr. Amelia signaled for us to start the 
taste testing, and one by one, we all lined up by 
the table, slowly moving along and tasting the 
flavors. In the end, we were each given forms to 
rate each one. I guess I should thank Ria, if it 
weren't for her I wouldn’t have been able to eat so 


much ice cream! 


Anyway, after we were done Dr. Amelia came 
back and guided us to the exit, and on the way, 
we stopped by the souvenir shop. They had 
mugs, ice cream bowls, shirts, stainless steel 
water bottles, you name it, all with a picture of 
IceAge’s mascot, Mr. Frost, who happened to be a 


vanilla soft serve with dapper sunglasses. The 


91 


ceramic mugs in particular grabbed my attention, 
along with a shirt for Ria, and headed to the 
cashier. After paying for it, I stood around 
awkwardly for a few seconds, waiting for the 
cashier to bag my items. I looked up and saw her 


staring at me, clearly puzzled. 
“Uh... can I get a bag for those?” I asked. 


“A bag? Do you not have yours?” She asked back, 


quizzically. 


“Why would I?” I questioned, not knowing why 


she couldn’t just bag them for me. 


“Ma’am, you do know you're supposed to bring 


your own. Do you not have one?” 
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All of a sudden, the realization set in, I flashed 
back to the news report I had read earlier today 


about the plastic ban. 
“Ym sorry, I-” 


“Here use this.” I looked to my left to see Dr. 
Amelia holding out a light brown canvas bag the 
size of her forearm. I turned back to the cashier to 
apologize for the inconvenience, took the bag and 


followed Dr. Amelia to the exit. 


Outside, she stopped for a moment to turn 
around and scold me, “Well? What was all that 
for? At least keep one in your car in case you 


forget to bring it inside.” 


“Sorry... I didn’t think I would be buying 
anything today” I tried to reason, hoping that 


would be enough to calm her down. 
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“Well that’s fine I guess, but please be more 
careful in the future” She said, now in a slightly 
less harsh tone. We waved each other goodbye 


and I headed home for the night. 


On the way back, I stopped by the local 
supermarket to get a canvas bag of my own, 
taking Dr. Amelia advice to heart. When I got 
home, I reflected over the events that took place 
today. A lot of things were eerily common with 
what I had experienced within my dream, but 
many things were vastly different at the same 
time. The key difference lay within the level of 
initiative shown by the people here, and in my 
dream. In my vision I had witnessed the fall of 
humanity, caused by their own negligence 
towards global warming, in favor of 


development and progress in other fields, which 
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spiraled out of control, resulting in their complete 
devastation as the environment lashed back with 


full force. 


I snapped out of my thoughts as my phone 


started ringing. It was Ria. 
“Hey, you home yet?” She asked. 


“Yeah, but I’m tuckered out.” I responded, not 
having the energy for another long conversation 


with Ria, this late at night. 


“Well, you better save your excuses for later. You 
haven't gotten anywhere close to finishing your 
thesis yet, have you?” She asked, and I paused for 


a moment to think. 
“Wait, when was the deadline?” 


“Today at eleven.” 
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“What!? But you know I can't finish that fast!” 


“I suppose you should start working on it now 
then, bye.” As she hung up the phone, I glanced 
at my clock. I had around three hours remaining 
before the deadline, so if I worked myself to the 
bone for now, I should just be able to finish in 
time. Two and a half hours later, the work was 
done, and I was absolutely pooped. With the last 
remaining bits of energy, I could muster, I 


wobbled over to my bed and dozed off. 
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10 
The Man In White 


It was another bright day I wake up to yet, 


I still get flashbacks of that dream. 
Why? 


Anyway, I leave my room to see my mother in 
the kitchen preparing breakfast on the stove. “Did 
you sleep well? You were twisting and turning 


around quite a bit. By the way, tea or coffee?” 


“Tea please. I had a few papers to finish before 
the day had ended and to be honest, it was kind 


of stressful.” 
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“Oh dear, how about we go outside, maybe the 


park?” Mother asked. 
“Sure, I’ll clock in for work after an hour then.” 


“Great! Eat up and get ready.” She said, as she 
placed a plate of pancakes and a cup of steaming 


hot tea on to the breakfast table. 


“Ah, don't forget to wear a scarf, it’s a bit chilly 
outside.” Mother continued while leaving the 
kitchen. I sat down at the table, staring at the 
stack of pancakes that were piled in a messy 
cylinder. My hands just didn't feel like moving on 
their own today, but I had just woken up, so I 
guess I was just tired. I grabbed my knife and 


fork and started to cut through the pancakes. 


“Go”. 
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Just when I was about to take the first bite, I 
heard a voice, unfamiliar and mysterious, similar 
to the voice of a hermit or some old man. I looked 
around the room not knowing what to make of 


what just happened. 
I need to freshen up. I might still be sleepy. 


I went back to finishing breakfast and then finally 


leaving the house with my mother. 


As soon as I left the house, I could pick up the 
smell of dew and plants in the air which made me 
take in deep breaths at least three times. It was 


absolutely refreshing. 


“So, where’d you park the car mom?” 
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“Car? Don't be silly, the parks just down the 


street. We'll be walking.” 
“What-” 


“Don't ‘what’ me, besides, we’re saving the costs 
J 7 24 


for charging the car.” 
“So that's why.” 


“Well yes, and the fact that it's a more sustainable 


decision on our part.” 


“Mom...” That was unexpected. For her to think 
like that, does this mean that everyone else might 
have changed too? I never took my mother as one 
to care much about the environment, but then 
again, most people usually are like that, a neutral 


party at most. 
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“Leave” 
Argh! Again, that voice. Where was it coming from? 


Once again, I turned my head around looking for 
the source, but the source didn't seem to be 


anywhere near me. 


“Let’s just go.” I told mother hurriedly and 


started walking towards the direction of the park. 


After a while, we had reached the entrance to 
the park and with just one look at it from the 
outside, I felt a wave of nostalgia hit me. My eyes 


widened as I went further inside. It was 


just a park, yet something as beautiful as the sight 
I saw filled me with happiness for some 


inexplicable reason. 
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A huge field wrapped in bright green grass 
stretched out before me, with tall, dark brown 
trees dotting the area. Each tree was as tall as a 
double decker bus, if not taller, and as wide as a 
person. In the center of the park was a small lake 
where all the paths converged upon and was 
home to a whole flock of ducks. The stone-grey 
paths were lined with benches, but most of them 
were occupied by picnicking families. Cheerful 
and joyous laughter echoed all around me. At the 
center of the park was a small lake, with water so 
clean and clear, you could effortlessly see the 
bright green plants growing at the bottom, 
swaying in the water like snakes being charmed, 


as well as the small, multicolored fish darting 
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around like gemstones spilling in random 


directions. 
“This is exactly what I needed.” I said. 


“Tsn't that right.” Mom agreed as we both looked 


for a bench to sit on and enjoy the morning. 


“Dinah?” a lady with her brown hair tied up in a 
neat bun wearing a tracksuit and holding a red 
colored leash that was attached to the collar of 
her dog, approaching us. A little ball of light 
brown fur bouncing behind her, teeming with 
excitement and energy. Looked like a Pomeranian 


to me 


“Oh my, Sofie and is that little Max over there?” 


Mom asked as she bent down to pet it. 
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“Tt really is a small world!” The lady Mom 
referred to as Sofie exclaimed while looking at 


me. 

“Right! This is my daughter Alyssa, remember?” 
“Of course, Hello.” 

“Ah, yes hello umm...” 


“Sophie McWayne, I met your mother at the local 
women's gathering.” I simply nodded to that 
since I hadn't a clue as to what a women's 


gathering was. 


“Alyssa, go find us a spot will you, I'll just have a 


little chat Ms. Sophie here.” 


“Sure mom.” 
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I waved goodbye to mom's friend and her dog, 


then went off to look around for an empty bench. 


As I went about looking for a bench, I couldn't 
help but notice five drones above me in the sky, 
hovering in the air. Then I looked around to see if 
anyone else found it odd to see so many drones 
lined up symmetrically in the sky moving in such 


order, but it was just me. I then 


looked back up and squinted my eyes to see at 
least one drone in my view clearly. There seemed 
to be a claw-like thing at the bottom of the gadget 
that had holes in each claw because something 
was being shot out of it. Curious, I went to the 
spot under the drone that I had been eyeing and 
not even a second had passed when I felt a sharp 


tap on my head. 
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I stepped back reflexively and watched the drone 
move further away. I bent down to where I had 
been hit on the head and picked up a tiny, dark 


brown object, shaped like a seed. 
“A seed?” I wondered. 


“Oi, you there!” I turned my head to my left to 


see a man in a gardening uniform run up to me. 


“What do you think you’re doing? You're not 
supposed to interfere with those machines up 


there.” 
“Sorry, I hadn't known about them so I-” 


“It’s on the board right there young lady.” He 


sighed in disappointment. 
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“Ah, my bad.” I laughed it off, but he still seemed 


a little ticked off. 


“Well it’s best you don't make the same mistake 
again.” The man grumbled, but as he was about 


to leave, I asked, 


“Wait, what exactly are these things doing 


anyway?” 
“Huh? You a foreigner or something?” 
I just silently nodded. 


“These drones are here to make sure the park 
keeps flourishing. I mean, they have them in 


forests too.” He said with an annoyed expression. 


“So, those things they drop, they’re-” 
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“Seeds, yeah, so you best not be interfering with 


their patterns or the trees will grow all weird.” 
And he’s gone just like that. 


Well, at least I was finally getting to know more 
about my surroundings, but then again, I still had 
this feeling... a feeling that just didn’t sit right 


with me. 
Quack 


My head spun around, and I spotted a single 
yellow fluff with a beak. A duck... no, a whole 
flock was behind me, walking in a neat line 
towards my right. I followed them, the quacks 
growing louder and in frequency. I turned 


around another tree and finally saw what they 
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had all been heading towards, a pond, and 


luckily for me there was a bench next to it too! 


I sat down on the brown bench facing the pond 


and started to ponder on the sight in front of me. 


“Just what would I have even done if that 
nightmare was actually reality.” Thinking about it 


had only given me goosebumps. 
“Bread?” 


I jolted for a second as a voice spoke out from my 
side, seemingly out of nowhere. I turned and saw 
that it belonged to an old man dressed in a 
checkered brown and black sweater with black 
pants and loafers, and a black beret. I guess he 


really liked black clothes. 


109 


“Woah, didn't mean to scare ya there” He said 


I hadn't even noticed him sitting beside me the 


entire time! 
“Ah no... sorry I didn't see you there.” 


“It's alright.” The old man said with a small 


laugh, which reminded me a bit of Santa Claus. 


“Anyway, bread?” He offered again as I sat back 


down. 


“Oh, no thanks I just had breakfast.” I replied 


calmly. 


“No not for you silly, for the ducks.” He chuckled 
while handing me a chunk of bread. This time I 
took it, still slightly embarrassed by my response 


earlier. | watched him as he started feeding the 
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ducks by gently throwing bite size pieces to them 
and did the same. It was quiet for a while, and I 
wondered why Mom was taking so long to end 


her conversation with Ms. Sophie. 


“How are you finding it?” The old man spoke, 


breaking the silence. 
“Pardon?” 


“This place, how are you finding it?” He 
repeated, throwing another small piece of bread 


to a duckling that seemed to become fond of him. 
“Well, I’m actually from here so-” 
“No, you're not.” 


I got startled by his response that I had stopped 


midway throwing the duck feed. 
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“Do you know why you're here, Alyssa?” 


“How... How do you know my name?” I asked, 
confused and surprised by everything this man 


had just said. 
“You don't belong here.... this isn't your home.” 


“What do you mean, no wait, hold on! What are 


you even saying old man?!” 


“The place you belong is already dead and gone. 


This is all just a fabrication of yours.” 


“Th-this is too much to process right now, I... I 
have to go now. Uh, thank you for the bread!” I 
got up, ready to leave but was again stopped by 
the man, who was still seated and calmly tossing 


more bread. 
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“Where to? Where will you go?” He asked 
“That's... [have work to leave for so-” 


“An imaginary life you’ve created and abided by, 


Isee...” 


As soon as he said that, I immediately recalled the 
voice that I heard earlier before coming to the 
park. It was the same voice. I slowly turned back 
to the old man and sat down again, beads of 
sweat rolling down my forehead, my head 
swimming in confusion, my hands shivering for 


some reason. 


“Who are you?” I asked, avoiding eye contact 


with him and instead looking at the grass below. 
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“Well, you could say that I too, am just a part of 


your imagination.” said the old man. 


“Think about it, don’t things feel a bit... odd 


around here?” he continued, voice, slowly fading. 


I tried to look back at him, but I couldn’t, the 
bench and the man on it, were both gone, now 
replaced by a white void. Looking around, the 
pond, the ducks, the grass, the people, they were 


all gone. It was just me. 
Now from within my mind, he spoke again, 


“You have come to a realization that this happy, safe, 
peaceful and clean world was nothing but a fairytale 
you created, because of that, you are in this void, a 


void that'll take you back to reality.” 
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“No, no I didn't, this was my home, what did you 
do?!” I was starting to lose my mind, yet this man 


was still completely calm and collected. 


“T have done nothing; Iam but your subconscious 


mind that has come to aid you out of this place.” 


“You and I, both know, the real world was a 
place full of ruins and turmoil. The same ruins 
and turmoil you’ve been suffering through this 


whole time... alone.” he continued. 


“The real world...” Tears of pain streamed down 
my face as memories of the station, the house, the 
newspaper, the cryopreservation, all of it had 


dawned on me. 


“The real world wouldn’t have ended up like that 


if it wasn't for-!” 
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“Who are you going to blame Alyssa?” The old 
man asks but this time his voice starts to fade 
away and when [| had noticed that it did, I looked 


up at him only to see myself in a white void. 


“Blame?” I let out a small, scornful laugh, still in 


tears. “There’s no one left to blame but myself...” 


I close my eyes, hoping to just wake up and live. 
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11 
End Of The Line 


I slowly opened my eyes, welcomed not by 
the usual sight of my room, but a decaying ceiling 
with cracks spreading in each direction, and 
moonlight falling through. I tried to get up, but 
suddenly, immense pain flared up throughout 
my entire body. I tried to scream, but my lungs 


were too weak to let out a voice. 
Why isn’t anyone coming? 
Where is everyone? 


I tried to get up once again, but it was pointless, 
the poison from those plants coursing through 


me had damaged my body to the point where I 
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could barely even breathe. As I lay on the cold, 
hard ground where I had passed out earlier, I 


flashed back to what I had just experienced. 
So that was all just a dream huh? 


In the end, it was just a vision my mind had 
conjured up, that placed me in an ideal world, 
one where the planet was being preserved for 
future generations to come. A world where 
mankind actively worked towards mending the 
environment and could prevent the suffering to 
come. But the reality stayed the same, a lost cause 
where humanity had given up their only chance 
to restore balance to the environment, in favor of 
their own greed, and paid the ultimate price for 
it. And I was the last surviving witness of what 
remained, a broken world that was completely 


void of meaning. 
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I suddenly started throwing up, vomiting a 
mixture of semi-digested plants and blood. I 


guess this was it. Dying on a random pile of 


rocks in the middle of nowhere, alone in the 
remnants of what used to be a flourishing world. 
I wondered whether the Earth would continue as 
an empty shell of a planet, or perhaps bring forth 
new life through evolution, over the course of 
millions of years. Either way, it was the end of the 
line for me. Before I closed my eyes one last time, 


a single remorseful thought crossed my mind. 


Oh, how we wasted the chance we had... 
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The End. 
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Note from the Authors 


Global warming has always been regarded 
as a serious concern for as long we can remember 
however, the global crisis has worsened and 
seems almost impossible to turn the tipping 
point. 

Temperatures and sea levels are _ rising 
dramatically, drastic shifts in weather patterns, 
melting ice caps. A high percentage of human 
activity has shown to result in climate change and 
there is no denying it. Surely this affects 
everyone, no matter which part of the world they 
live in. The consequences of our actions now will, 


no doubt, affect the future generations to come. 
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However, it’s not entirely impossible to make 
changes. It’s true that one person’s actions can 
make a difference, even if it's small, what matters 
is the contribution which then gives rise to 
inspiration. In fact, many people have shown 
such progress by initiating projects and building 
communities to find innovative methods to 
reduce global warming effects. 

Although what they are doing is very well 
appreciated, it comes down to the fact that, as 
long as everyone is in this together, hope for our 
future and the future for the next generations 
would grow. 


- Emaan.Z and Haider.S 
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Knowledge is empowering 
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“A man who dares to 
waste one hour of time 
has not discovered the 


value of Iife.” 
Charles Darwin 





“To find yourself, think for 


yourself.” 
- Socrates 
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